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And thought of how the Arab sat

Alone at evening, gazing at

The stars that bubbled in clear skies ;

And of young dreamers, when their eyes

Enjoyed methought a precious boon

In the adventures of the Moon

Whose light, behind the Clouds' dark bars,

Searched for her stolen flocks of stars.

When I, hemmed hi by wrecks of men,

Thought of some lonely cottage then,

Full of sweet books ;  and miles of sea,

With passing ships, in front of me ;

And having, on the other hand,

A flowery, green, bird-singing land.

THUNDERSTORMS
MY mind has thunderstorms,
That brood for heavy hours :
Until they rain me words,
My thoughts are drooping flowers
And sulking, silent birds.
Yet come, dark thunderstorms,
And brood your heavy hours ;
For when you rain me words
My thoughts are dancing flowers
And joyful singing birds.
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